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Crash and Roll 


The waves churned in the aftermath of the battle, moaning, bending and grovelling before their new master. 
The beast no longer reigned over the sea, sinking into its depths one last time. Blood tinged the white-caps, no 
longer the thick oily stream it had been when it poured out from the creature's salt-crusted eyes. It had been 


subdued, the beast nothing short of dead. 


The Siren stood strong, sails billowing mightily despite the frayed edges and the now non-existent crow's nest. 
There had been casualties, no doubt about it, but the officers that operated the ship under the captain were 
still able bodied. Able-minded. . . that had always been questionable. 


Eicca strode about the ship, the carpenter sharp on his heels. There was only so much time they had before 
they'd have to sail again. The crew of the ship were tending to the minor damages made to the rails but all 
had to be noted by the boatswain and carpenter to plan on the repairs. 


Perttu looked less skilled than he truly was, trying to balance his workload as he brought them out from his 
quarters. Needing to get his bearings in tune with the ship and its location from where he plotted it last night 
he was measuring along his maps, looking up to the sky, then back to his papers. At one moment he looked like 
he was requesting an invisible assistant to wait, a wet finger held aloft, but soon he was writing hurriedly 


again, knee holding down the parchment. 


First mate Paavo watched Perttu, nonplussed, but made no comment or attempted to remove him from the 
deck. There may have been a slight hitch to his shoulders before he made his way over to the captain, 
observing all the action with grim satisfaction. He watched his right-hand man until he stood beside him. "Our 


ammunition?" 


They both looked towards the sky, stances casual as though they hadn't just blasted away the beast that 
downed more ships, pirate and patriotic, than the last ten years had. "We'll need to stock up once we make port 
but we've still got full barrels of gun powder and cannonballs in the event of further opposition" 


"Eicca! Perttu!" One scrambled to his feet, the other looking far less alarmed, at the shout issued by their 
Captain. Standing before the ranking man they were calm, even with maps and parchments sliding closer to 


their feet. 
"How long will the ship sail until we need to arrive at port to buy amenities to fix repairs?" 


Eicca glanced to Perttu, uncertain of just how many leagues that would entail. "We have all the fabrics we need 
to repair the sails on ship. The ship itself will need only minor patchwork repairs. The only issue is that the 


carpenter's mate last had his tools and the lad is currently missing.” 


"By my calculations, and by that | mean what | concluded last night and what I've nearly determined just now-" 
A rolled up parchment slid fully out from the crook of his elbow, landing on the deck. Eicca stomped a booted 
foot upon it before it could roll towards the rails. "Yes, thank you - and by what | was about to say is that 


we're about-" 
"Mikko!" 


A loud noise that certainly wasn't a foot startled him from his next words. "Yes?" Mikko trained his attention 
upon a perturbed Perttu, hoping that his expression wasn't as startled as he actually was. 


"| just said | need you to roll for damages but you've been off in your own world," Perttu explained, glancing 
between him and his laptop. 


"| think | heard him mumbling something about - leagues?" Paavo commented, rolling his assortment of dice in 


his hand. 


"Leagues - come onl" The reason for Mikko's absent-mindedness becoming clear Perttu held back a sigh, trying 


on a calmer approach to get through to him. "I already told you, there are no pirates in this game." 


"You said that each one of us needs a profession," Mikko argued, renewing the debate that started three days 
back. 


"And we all chose," Eicca reminded, pointing down to his own paper. "So did you but does your paper say 
Pirate?" 


"Yes! It does." Quick to prove his point Mikko pushed his paper upon Eicca, nearly thrusting it against his face. 
"Right at the top, look right-" 


"Here - not profession, but class. You wrote down Rogue." Returning the paper Eicca pointed down to the 
writing, clearly indicating Rogue under the right section 


Mikko's finger was quick to jab out his defence. "But Rogue isn't a job, it's a skill set or a personality - look, | 
noted it off to the side, | get dexterity so | chose move silently." 


"He just chooses to not keep quiet," Paavo interjected. 


"As | was saying, skill sets, and besides - | can be a Rogue at sea. And we were just at sea, using the ship 
that | Captain," Mikko finished, crossing his arms smugly in conclusion of his defence. 


"No." Perttu shook his head, short to argue and quick to get back on subject. "Now role for damages, we still 
are fighting the sea beast" 


"I spear it with the." Any technical term that might've been remotely correct vanished from his mind, leaving 


him swooping his hand, forward and up. "Jutting up portion of the bow." 
"After you've been swatted by a tentacle, so roll for damage." 


Twisting his lips together while reading his notes Mikko scooped up the right dice, tossing it lightly in his hand. 
He stilled his hand before dropping it. "My first mate attacks before the tentacle strikes me." 


"Roll now," Perttu insisted. 
Huffing under his breath he completed the roll. 
"Okay, Paavo, now your roll for initiat-" 


"Could | be a sea merchant of ill-repute?" 


